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Let's Go Fishing 


Clash of the Titans tour, 1991 


David rushed off the bus, flustered and angry. Why did he put himself through this time after time? Why did 
he try to get through to the self-centered, damaged asshole? 


The answer to that was easy: that self-centered asshole opened doors for David. He showed David a whole new 
world. It was the world he had been dreaming of since he was a kid back on the farm. David had fallen in love 
with it all. The parties, the traveling, the privileges that rock stardom had afforded him. And he had fallen in 


love with Dave. 


But he was through with him. Dave had used him and tossed him out of his bed for the last time. David 
always fell for it. Dave would drunkenly beg and plead for David's company and then act horrified that he had 
spent the night with his pretty bassist. His pretty bassist with a penis. Dave Mustaine was no faq! 


David couldn't take it anymore. He'd quit the band if he had to. He just couldn't take the heartbreak anymore. 
Dave wanted him, then Dave cast him aside as nothing more than a fag. It left David's head spinning and his 
heart splitting. 


He glanced over his shoulder as he stepped down onto the asphalt parking lot. "Fucker," he muttered and then 


walked right into someone. "Oof!" 
"Hey, David" Someone grabbed him by the arm to steady him. 


When David swung back around, he was met with two pretty blue eyes smiling down at him. "Oh, hey Jer. 
Sorry about that." 


"You okay? You look mad." 


"Just .." he couldn't help smiling. This kid, this very tall, very blonde kid had been nothing by sweet and grateful 


to everyone for bringing his new, unknown band out on the road with them. "I'm fine, Jerry. Sorry." 
The blue eyes narrowed. "You don't look fine. You look mad. l'm going fishing. You want to come with me?" 
"Fishing?" 


"Yeah, one of the local crew guys told me about this river nearby where the catfish are huge. You ever had 


catfish? It's good on the grill’ 


David found himself standing on the bank of a river, fishing rod in hand, next to Jerry. It was nice. No having 
to deal with one of Mustaine's tantrums, no walking on eggshells around him. No more longing for him. Instead, 


he found himself casting sideways glances at the blonde next to him. 


After what felt like an eternity to David, he finally felt a tug on his line. He let out a whoop and started to 


reel in whatever was nibbling on his worm. "Jer! | got one!" He frantically reeled. 


"Yes! Get it! Bring her in, David!" Jerry put his pole down and moved to help David. He readied the net and 
stood close by, placing his hand against David's back. 


David finally brought the flailing fish in. It was a good size catfish, maybe eight or ten pounds. He watched as 
Jerry unhooked the fish and placed it in a bucket of water. "Wow, she's a big one." 


"Yeah! Great job. It's gonna taste real good later." 

David felt like he had done his part so he placed the rod aside and sat down in the grass, watching Jerry. The 
more he watched, the closer to the surface his emotions bubbled until they finally spilled over. Silent tears 
streamed down his cheeks. The last thing he wanted was to make Jerry uncomfortable. But just as he reached 


up to wipe his eyes, Jerry glanced over. 


"Hey. What's wrong? You okay over there?" 


"Yeah," David quickly answered, turning his head. "Fine." 
He didn't have to look to know that Jerry was pulling his fishing rod in and moving to sit down beside David. 
"Wanna talk?" the blonde asked as he slid an arm around David's shoulders. 


"No. Its nothing." But even as David denied that anything was bothering him, he found himself leaning into the 
younger man with the pretty blue eyes. "I hate him," he whispered. 


"Mustaine?" 

He gave a short, little nod. 

Jerry was quiet for a long time. It made David pick his head up and look at him. He wondered what the blonde 
was thinking. Mustaine would have been going on and on, letting David know exactly what he was thinking and no 
doubt, all the ranting would have made David feel nervous, anxious, small. But what Jerry did next made all the 


anxiety and bad feelings simply melt away. He squeezed David's shoulder. 


They sat like that, in silence, for several minutes. The slow-moving river, the warm arm around him, and quiet 
were such gifts. It had been a long time since David felt this comfortable. 


"You do this a lot?" 

"What? Go fishing?" 

David nodded. 

"Yeah, | guess. | like the peaceful feeling.” 
"Me, too. Really peaceful here, with you." 


Jerry turned his head and smiled at him. "I'm glad you like it. You can come fishing with me anytime, David" 


